Garnered words or waves 


The tidal flows 

back and forth 
between city and sea, 

as you said: 

what love will be will be 
less or more 

often than the moon. . . 


(Midnight strolls with hand in hand 
or hands on body 

yes) 

Mobile sands 
of garnered words 
less solid OK 

mixed in salty air. 


I hunt to pitch a tent on high ground, 

the refuge from screens 

and code: did I say thank you? 

Note, the candied-bath start 
and, 

so, 


stones are returned. Waves 
that whisper 

sweetvalentine 

into my palm-cupped ear. 
my eyes smile and drift 
the wide horizon. 
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